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on the dry river bed at Chungking. It was pitch dark
and not even the stars would shine on blacked-out
China. Those were the days when in tiny little fighting
planes American boys of the A.V.G. were fighting under
Chennault to keep the Jap out of Chinese skies. In
China at that time there was not enough gas to spare
to fill a cigarette lighter, nor were the planes of the
A.V.G. really fit for combat, for they were obsolete,
battered, and so very small. But the hearts of the men
who flew them were big. And to me as an Indian, those
young Americans culled from the mills, farms and fac-
tories of the United States were more representative of
the greatness of that country than the blimp at New
York harbor, playing a Bing Crosby number.
"Perhaps our sense of values is different," I said to
Joe. For the first time I felt the difference betAveen our
two civilizations, our cultures, our heritage and our up-
bringing. There was a great gulf between Joe-the-
American and me. It was not the sort of difference
which Kipling, conscious of his empire, had spoken. At
the same time it was apparent that Joe and I could not
belong to the same "One World" of Wendell Willkie,
for we were at different stages of civilization. My whole
emotional, mental and spiritual make-up differed from
that of Joe. We had been nursed in different schools
of ideology. To Joe it was the sky-line of New York,
along with the Empire State, Chrysler and R.C.A. build-
ings, which symbolized the civilization of his country.
They stood for the progress which his people had made
through the years. Eighty-odd storys halfway up to the
sky was achievement. They stood for efficiency, wealth,
ordered living and discipline of the mind. These were
the qualities which had turned the scales between de-